THE  RACE  FOR THE  GUADARRAMA  PASSES
the gathering darkness to where young de Jouvenel had
stayed just behind the outposts, and buttoning up our
coats, for it was growing chilly—we were at an altitude
of nearly 3,600 feet—we sat down on the road bank to
watch for coming events. Night had now completely
fallen; ahead we could distinctly hear the outposts
whispering—they were not yet fully trained men and did
not realise how far the voice carries. Every now and then
a signal lamp flickered uneasily, and a telegraphist in a
little hollow off the road wrote down a message Behind
in the valley, through which the little stream flows, I can
just see the glow of camp fires, while every now and then
the whinny of a horse from the cavalry lines comes up
with the night wind.
Suddenly high up m the pass, where the road goes
under a tunnel in the rock, there is a great flash of light.
A Red motor-lorry has come over the sky-line, and we can
see its twin headlights. The machine-guns on either side
of me begin to chatter, but really the range is too great,
and only spent bullets could reach the top of the pass.
More effective, one of the field guns takes up the chal-
lenge, and half a dozen shells go roaring towards the
mouth of the pass. The flashes light up the night, then
the two headlights disappear as suddenly as they came,
and after a desultory shot or so all is silent.
Falangist and Royalist militiamen were seated next to
us, and they told us, whiling away the night hours with
their conversation, how when they found that it was
hopeless to try to rise in Madrid itself, they had fought
their way out and along the mam road. Without liaison
with the Nationalist leaders or the Army, they knew in-
stinctively that the Somosierra pass was a key position,
and, reaching it three days previously, they had tried to
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